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short visit, for I did not want to get too far away from
Sian, when at any moment a war might begin.
At last we decided that we could wait no longer.
All else failing, we would set out in search of the Red
Army on bicycles.
We managed to borrow one of these from the hotel
—it was an ancient vehicle, with a large enamelled
plate in blue and white lettering which read (in both
English and Chinese) "China Travel Service.'5 Liu
mounted it with grim determination: the amount of
"face" he lost was enormous, but it was a sacrifice in
the good cause. I found another bicycle at the head-
quarters of the Mass Movement Committee, and we
set off together through the South Gate.
We had heard that there was a part of the Fourth
Red Army at Hsienyang, the nearest town west of
Sian along the highway to Kansu. Whether they
would still be there or not was uncertain; but if we
could not find this troop, we intended to push on to
San Yuan to see Ho Lung. It was infuriating to have
to depend on such inadequate means of transport.
We cycled across bare open country, into the teeth
of a bitter wind from the Kansu mountains. On our
right was the railway: there was supposed to be a
regular train to Paochi, at the end of the line, but no
one ever knew when it left, and we preferred to be in-
dependent of public conveyances. We passed through
wretched little villages of mud and clay, where there
was no tea to be had—a sure indication of poverty in
China. After about two hours on the road, we came
to the river again. Across it were the walls of Hsien-
yang.
Inside the city, we made for the Student Propa-

